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emotions of love, that he is most surely a poet Besides, the prosodic complexity of such things as "Whither O splendid ship", "Awake my heart to be loved, awake, awake", and the superb e'London Snow55, contain delights which lovers of verse will always savour His archaisms are irritating, and his defence that they were not affectations but grammatical necessities to him does not make them any less so
Bridges was not a very original poet, he added little that was new to the tradition; but he very remarkably summed up in his work many strands of the tradition up to his own day, and earned the result forward through the breakdown in the nineties and the Edwardian period   He earned it, m fact, beyond the birth of a new formulation which itself went back to the old, but to different aspects of the old, reacting against "Georgian Poetry93, the final flicker of Victonan romanticism, including pre-Raphaehte romanticism    Georgian poetry is scarcely a distinct brand, and it takes its name merely from the anthologies with that title published at the beginning of King George V's reign Yet there is some excuse for the name, since the poems written at that penod reveal a definite revival of the lync impulse There had been a distinct lull   The Victorian tradition had faded out in the religious verse of Alice Meynell and Francis Thompson, or in the lighter verse of Austin Dobson, Andrew Lang and others   The age had broken up, its assumptions had collapsed, and there was no grand current of thought or feeling to carry poets along, or for them to crystallise Its later poets, even while rebelling against it, had been earned forward by its momentum, but in the Edwardian penod it was a dead weight The waters were lifeless, but for directionless eddies* Here and there some good work was done by such men as Blunt, Lord Alfred Douglas, and Arthur Symons, but nothing decisive emerged Kipling, who was a real poet, with seventeenth century affinities, considerable scope, and great boldness of metrical invention and adaptation, was tangled in Imperialism, an Imperialism that was rapidly becoming the preserve of a clique Yet he sometimes achieved an admirable poem which gave a glimpse of the real man behind the political mask, and it is a thousand pities that most lovers of
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